I
MEET NAZI  GERMANY
AFTER A TWO hours' flight we reached our objective,
the estuary of the Thames.
"The Gulf Stream sent hot air right up to us; we felt
warm in our cockpit.
"After passing a number of neutral ships we came
within range of the British anti-aircraft batteries.
"Suddenly the pilot turned sharply to the left, and,
almost under us, only a few hundred yards below, we
could  see a town: The red brick houses were clearly
visible. We could see the open spaces, gardens, rows of
houses.
"People stood on a bridge and on the squares looking
towards the sky. , . ."
The voice of the Nazi radio commentator comes to me
across the skies from the spot at which the Nazi pilots
start out on their raids against the British coast. He
describes an uneventful flight by a Nazi reconnaissance
'plane as if it were a major triumph of the Nazi air-
force,
He has hardly finished his dramatic description when
the Nazi hymn of hate against Britain is played and sung
by a chorus:
Gib mir Deine Hand, Deine weisse Hand,
Leb wohl, mcin Schatz,
Leb wohl meh Schatz leb wohl,
Dcnn wir fahren, denn wir fahren,
Denn wir fahren gegen Engelland.